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A Hard Woman 
#1 - Karen 
by Emily Wintercold 


She cleared the city ruins by mid-day, and as always was half-relieved and half-disappointed to be done 
with it. The bones of mankind's old dwelling places had largely been picked clean over the years, and 
there were precious few ancient treasure troves or salvage left beyond steel beams and junk plastic. But 
there was usually a hermit or a preyer on hermits, and they would frequently have something worth 
taking. A dead city was a great place to hide out, and an even greater place to set an ambush. As 
stealthy as Kim was, when you were in that maze of rubble you couldn't help feeling like someone was 
looking at you down a gunsight. 


She'd done that often enough from the giving end. 


There had been nothing today, just wind and bones and crumbling concrete and ghosts. She didn't know 
what the city had been called. It was on her map, but no name was given. Sometimes she thought about 
trying to find out, but it wasn't really important and it wasn't smart to get too obviously interested in the 
Old Days, even if you were Collab. Maybe ESPECIALLY if you were Collab. She valued her standing 
with the Pale Greys too much to risk it over a name that wouldn't mean shit to her anyway. 


Now she was making her way through the ridges outside of town; deep, unnatural gashes dug when the 
Pale Greys had vaped the area from low orbit with a slow-moving beam. That was what she had heard, 
anyway, and didn't see a reason to doubt it. 


Her bladder informed her that a stop was needed, so she ducked under an overhang where she would 
be harder to spot and unzipped the fly of her leather pants. She shifted the pulse carbine on her 
shoulder and pulled out her dick; then, with a quiet noise of relief, she pissed against the canyon wall. 


Normal women had to squat, Kim understood. She was glad to have no need for that. Standing up was a 
hell of a lot easier and left you less vulnerable. There were little advantages to being Modi. 


When she was done, she zipped up, kicked a bit of dirt over it to hide the spoor, and continued on her 
way. 


As she went she continued her mental debate over whether or not to ditch the carbine and go back to a 
regular gunpowder rifle, maybe an AK, maybe something more accurate. The pulse gun was better, of 


course, and had the advantage of not needing ammo. But it was also valuable and obvious, which made 
her a target. She was a target anyway, but except for the carbine she didn't look obviously worth taking 
risks to bag. Just a wiry, whipcord woman in worn black leather and gray cloth, with short ragged black 
hair and a snub nose and a mean set to her mouth. 


If you were working solo you didn't want to stand out too much. 


Still, maybe the extra firepower was worth it. People were a lot less likely to fight back when you sent a 
few pulse bolts their way. Bullets just didn't have the same effect. Bullets were strictly human, and thus, 
a little contemptible. 


She emerged from the canyons and crested a ridge. Far in the distance she could see the Tower, a 
cylinder of metal-like substance miles across, rooted deep in the crust of the planet and stretching high 
into the sky. All around it was a barren landscape. Normal enough. Except... 


Kim's eyes narrowed. She could see a column of smoke a mile or two off, beyond some hills. 


Quite possibly none of her fucking business, but possibly an opportunity. At the very least it was 
probably something she could report. 


Breaking into a loping trot, she began moving towards it, boots crunching in the dry ground. 
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When she got there, the smoke was mostly gone. It hadn't been a structure or a brush fire. It had been 
vehicles. 


As she approached, gun drawn, Kim could see them clearly. Two of them were Old Time busses 
retrofitted to be drawn by oxen. The others were wagons. Most of them were overturned, and various 
items spread out on the ground. Blankets, some tools, what looked like books. Some of the latter might 
be valuable; trouble was, it could be hard to tell the difference between a valuable book and a worthless 
book. And they could be dangerous as well. 


There was something else littering the ground. Dead bodies. 


Kim inspected them as she advanced further into the wreckage. Some shot, some stabbed. Looked to 
her like a spear or a lance. 


She stopped, and keeping alert, did a quick check of one of the corpses. As she expected, nothing of 
value, and nothing to tell who they were. 


As she straightened, a sudden noise made her twitch and jerk the carbine around. Not a noise, quite, 
just a... a surety that something had just moved and that she wasn't quite alone out here. Maybe a 
scavenging animal, but she didn't think so, and she'd learned to trust her instincts. 


Slowly, gun ready, she circled around one of the overturned busses. Whoever had done this was almost 
certainly long gone, but you never knew. It could be someone like her, drawn by the smoke. It could be a 


cannibal. There were lots of unpleasant possibilities, really. 


She rounded the corner of the bus in a fluid movement, gun leading, ready to duck back around. There 
was a woman sitting by the side of it, leaning against the metal, her head on her knees in a position of 
weariness or despair. Kim swung the gun to cover her, eyes flicking about for anyone else. Nothing. 
"Stand up. Slowly." 


The woman made a startled noise and jerked her head up. She froze when she saw the pulse carbine 
pointed at her. "Who... don't shoot! Please don't shoot!" 


"Stand up. Keep your hands visible." Kim took a step closer, still Keeping the carbine trained on her. 


The woman swallowed, and rose to her feet, hands outstretched. Kim nodded in satisfaction. "Turn 
around and place your hands against the side of the bus, and lean into it." 


"But-" 
"Now!" 


The woman complied, her face unhappy. Kim walked up, and inspected her. Twenties, dark blonde hair, 
a pair of glasses that might be worth something. Generous chest, curvy figure. Homespun clothing dyed 
blue and leather sandals. A leather belt with pouches. What had it got in its pocketses? 


Kim leaned over and snapped open the pouches on the belt. A handkerchief... pencil... small notepad; 
unusually fine grade of paper... wads of cloth that, from the stains, were what the woman used as a 
tampon... a smooth stone from a riverbed; rather pretty... 


Oh, hello. Kim grinned as she opened a cloth bag and found bills, bills printed on a paper better than any 
human could make, bills with the hologram stamp on them. Cash, genuine Deep Red cash, the most 
stable form of currency in this part of the world. The only sort of money left with anything behind it except 
just barter potential. She counted the bills and smiled; not a fortune, but enough to make this trip worth 

it. 

Sticking the money in a pocket of her jacket, she turned back to the woman and began to pat her down, 
starting at the collar and moving down. Kim was wearing fingerless gloves, and it was pretty easy to 
search by touch. She lingered at little at the curve of the woman's bosom before reminding herself to 
keep focused. Plenty of time for that. The woman made a distressed noise as Kim worked her way down 
her hips and legs. There was a knife strapped to the inside of the woman's lower leg, badly, and Kim 
relieved her of it. Then she stepped back. "All right. You can lower your hands and turn around." 

The woman did. "You took my money." 

"Yup. Thanks. Were you with the rest of these?" 


"Yes. | was." Her voice broke a little. "Did anyone else..." 


"Don't think so. Who hit you?" 


"| don't know. There were twenty or so of them. Half of them Pures, half of them filthy fucking Modis." 
"I'm a Modi," Kim informed her, feeling a stab of familiar irritation. 

The woman looked taken aback. "You are? But you look human..." 

"Are you suggesting Modis aren't human?" Kim asked, her voice flat. 

"N-No! No! Sorry! That wasn't what | meant at all." The woman licked her lips nervously, obviously 
painfully aware that she was not making a good impression on the woman with the gun pointed at her. 
"But these other Modis didn't even look hu-... like something resembling Pures. They were like lizards. 


They had scales, and four arms, and a webbed crest down their backs." 


Kim grunted. "Jim Lane and his boys. Figures. Nice fat caravan is just their speed. I'm guessing they 
missed you?" 


"Yeah. | was thrown out when the bus overturned and blacked out. When | woke up, | was lying ina 
clump of scrub. They either didn't see me or thought | was already dead." 


"Lucky you. Got any Auth? | didn't see any ID in those pouches." 

The woman shook her head. "No. We're from an independent settlement." 

"This is a Pale Gray zone, you know. You need Auth to be here." 

The woman's hands clenched. "We were just passing through. We were going to set up a colony on the 
other side of the zone. We'd heard there were farmers there, and..." She stopped, and sighed. "Doesn't 
matter now." 

"Not one bit," Kim agreed. "By the book, this is the part where | shoot you in the head." 

The woman froze, then looked wildly around. "Wait... | mean, please wait, you don't have to do that..." 


"Fraid so," Kim told her regretfully. "Pale Gray rules." 


"You're Collab?" the woman asked, despair entering her voice. "Of course you are. You've got a pulse 
gun. Fuck." She sighed. "Make it quick, okay?" 


"Well... technically speaking, | just have to remove you from the zone," Kim said, enjoying herself. "I 
suppose | could just walk you out. Lustria City's just on the edge of the zone, not that far from here. You 
got any useful skills?" 


"| can read and write, | can draft, | know higher mathematics, and I'm a brewer." A bit of wary hope 
entered the woman's voice. "| can be very useful." 


"A fuckin’ scholar. Well, the brewing's always in demand." Kim gave a short chuckle. "I'll walk you out. 


It'll take a day or three. You'll pay me back one way or another for my time. What's your name?" 


"Karen. Karen Steinflur." Karen's voice was relieved; her shoulders slumped as the tension of imminent 
death departed. "What's yours?" 


"Kimber Santiago. You can call me Kim if you like; I'm not picky about it. Let's get moving. | want to get 
clear of this mess before anyone else shows up. You could see that smoke for miles." 


"Can we bury the dead before we-" 
"No. We're moving now. No time." Kim glanced at her. "Follow me." 


"A-All right." Silently, Karen trudged after the woman in black leather, her eyes watering slightly. They 
left the smouldering vehicles and the sprawled corpses behind them, under a pale sun. 
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They moved quickly and quietly, Kim leading the way. She kept her eyes and ears alert for the possibility 
of Karen making a break for it, but it didn't happen. She didn't think that it would. The woman was 
unarmed, obviously not a fighter, and in unfamiliar territory; her life depended on Kim escorting her to 
Lustria. She'd have to be pretty stupid to run, and Kim didn't think she was stupid. 


"Have you been Collab long?" Karen asked. 


"A couple years. It's easier here than most places. The Pale Grays don't really care much about 
humans. They're not like the Deep Reds, who actively rule them, or the Pale Yellows, who actively 
exterminate us. They just want us out of their territory unless we have Auth. There's a bureau on the 
edge of the Zone that grants it. Mostly they only grant it to scouts and people who keep out people like 
you." 


"Which would be you?" 


"Which would be me," Kim replied, grinning. "I'm sort of a legal bandit. It's a living, and it means I'm not 
beholden to anyone but the Pale Grays. And like | said, they don't give a shit as long as you aren't trying 
to start a rebellion or some crazy business like that. Once every thirty years or So someone gets a 
swelled head and convinces enough other people that it's 'time for humanity to rebuild and fight back!" 
She laughed long and hard, the sound biting in its contempt and cynicism. "Then the Pale Grays glass 
Lustria City. The survivors hang anyone still alive who started the crap and start rebuilding the town. 
People never fucking learn." 


"You don't think it's possible?" Karen's voice was studiously neutral. 


"What, to get rid of the ETs? Fuck no. | don't know much about the Old Time, but | know there were a 
hell of a lot more humans with a hell of a lot more tech and resources than we have today, and the ETs 
fuckin' ROLLED them. We got our ass kicked so hard the miracle is there were any of us left. They're 
here to stay unless they decide to leave for their own reasons. Maybe when they finish mining the place 
dry." Kim spat to one side. "I'm just glad it wasn't just the Pale Yellows, eh? We'd all be dead." 


"But doesn't that suggest something?" Karen said. "You know the ETs don't like each other. The Deep 
Blues and Pale Blues even fought a war." 


"| heard something about that. Don't know the details though. Who won?" 


"Neither. The Deep Reds moved in and took most of the territory because they'd weakened themselves 
fighting each other. Which is my point. What if a general conflict started?" 


Kim snickered. "Then we'd be fucked, because we'd be collateral damage. | have trouble picturing them 
weakened enough to where a bunch of humans could do jack shit. And it's not really healthy to picture 
that out loud, just so you know. The Pale Grays don't give a shit about us, but somehow they do monitor 
the general levels of discontent towards them, and everyone knows it. Talking like that is a good way to 
get your head blown off by someone who remembers the last time the town got glassed." 


"Are you proud of your job?" Karen didn't sound accusing, merely honestly curious. "Do you have a 
sense of loyalty to them?" 


"Me?" Kim shook her head. "No, not really. I'm not ashamed of it, but there's nothing to be proud of. To 
the Pale Grays I'm a trained animal who knows a useful trick. When | do my trick, they throw me a treat. 
That's all." 

"And you don't mind that?" 

"No. We're weak next to the ETs. Primitive and weak. They're strong. The way the world works is that 
the strong do what they want, and the weak find ways to survive by pleasing the strong. Obviously I'd 
rather be strong than weak, but in this case it's just not possible." 

Karen frowned. "That's a pretty brutal way to view life." 

"It's realistic." Kim shrugged. "I didn't make the world." 

"But things used to be different. In the Old Time." Karen moved a bit closer to her as they walked. "They 
had codes of laws and a dedicated class of law enforcers, thousands of them. Police. And a separate 
system of judgment. Society as a whole was stronger than any one person or group, and it protected 
everyone, even the weak." 

"Really? Wonder how that worked. Didn't do them much good when the ETs came, did it?" Kim laughed. 
"| don't Know how they did things in the Old Time, don't much care. Here and now, things work like | 
outlined." 

"But it shouldn't." 


Kim looked at her and shook her head. "I'm beginning to see why your caravan got wiped out." 


Karen glared at her, then turned away. "We thought the Pale Gray Zone was empty," she finally said. 
"We thought we could sneak through before anyone noticed us." 


"Yeah, no. There's at least three different groups of raiders sheltering in the zone, all with Auth. And free 
agents like myself. And people who shouldn't be here. There was no way a group as large as yours was 
going to make it across without the firepower to fight off an attack." 

"Damn it." Karen blinked, and wiped at her eyes behind the round glasses. "We should have known 
better, but Kevin was so sure..." She made a noise halfway between a sob and a sigh, and trudged on, 
staring at her feet. 


Kim let her walk in silence for a while, then glanced over. "You don't strike me as having much 
experience in open territory. You're from a settlement?" 


"Yes. You wouldn't have heard of it. | was a... researcher. And a brewer, as a side job. | didn't leave the 
compound much." She gave a weak smile. "I'm starting to wish I'd never left at all." 


Interesting. Now why was she so sure Kim had never heard of the place? They couldn't be from all that 
far away; they would have been hit long before. "It's not usually a good idea to leave a safe place once 
you've found one, but then I'm not one who can talk. Not one for staying put. But that's not for everyone. 
You know much about Lustra City?" 

"No. | saw it on a map. That's it." 

"Biggest human settlement on this side of the Zone until you hit Deep Purple's territory. There's a 
human-operated mine, and farms around the edges, a few cattle ranches. Kind of a rough place, but 
there's a Sheriff and he usually shoots anyone who causes too much trouble. Good place for 
entertainment; bars, brothels, even a theatre. You'll like it there. If your beer's any good you might make 
a comfortable living." Kim smiled at her. "So that's not so bad, huh?" 

"Not so bad." Karen seemed relieved. "Thank you for escorting me out. Even if you did rob me." 


"Oh, | enjoy company every so often, Miss Steinflur." Almost to the spot. She'd do it there. "It gets lonely 
out here." 


"You can call me Karen; Miss Steinflur's awfully formal." Karen laughed. "Like we met at a ball." 
"A what?" 


"They had them in the Old Time. Wealthy men and women would dress up in fancy clothing on glittering 
floors and dance together." 


Kim nodded. "So, a fancy party. Okay." 
"Do they dance much in Lustria, Kim?" 
"Some. There's a club. Never much cared for it myself." Also she wasn't allowed in. 


"We used to dance a lot, where I'm from. It was the only time I'd have success with the boys." 


"Not married, | take it?" Kim asked. 


Karen shook her head. "No. There was a guy | sort of had a bit of a thing with, but he stayed behind. He 
wasn't that great anyway." 


"I'd think a pretty girl like you would have more luck." 


"Thanks, Kim." Karen smiled. "I just never know what to say. | don't do that well with people. | would 
babble about my research and they'd run away. How about you? Is there a Mr. Santiago?" 


"Nope. Not gonna be either. I'm not looking to tie myself down." Kim smirked. "Never met anyone | 
trusted enough to marry anyway." 


"Somehow, that doesn't surprise me," Karen replied. "No offense." 
"None taken." 


They were silent for a time as they descended the side of a ravine, the sun starting to dim in the sky. 
The gurgle of running water soon made itself heard, and Kim smiled a tight little smile. 


"There's a sheltered pool not far ahead," she said casually. "Good opportunity to get the road dust off. 
It's clean and there's nothing living in it; I've stopped here before." 


"You think? Should we wait til town?" 


"Town they're gonna charge you cash you don't have for a tub of dirty water in what you can only hope is 
a private room. This is free and better than a tub." 


Karen smiled. "Okay. Lead on." 


They reached the bottom, and Kim led them down a narrow, twisting canyon passage to where it 
dead-ended. Water trickled down from above, forming a basin-like pool, thigh-deep. Rocks lined it, and 
some jutted up from the middle of it, forming high islands. The cliffs overhang gave some shelter, and 
threw a certain amount of shadow over it. 


"That does look inviting," Karen admitted as they approached. "It's hot and dry out here. Can | just go on 
in?" 


"Yeah," Kim told her. "Fold your clothes and put them on a rock." 


"Okay." Karen hesitated a second, then pulled off her shirt and bra. Kim watched intently as she 
squirmed out of her pants, slid off her panties, and placed them all in an untidy heap beside the pool. 


The blonde woman stepped gingerly into the water. She had tiny pink nipples on her large breasts, Kim 
noted, and untrimmed dark yellow pubic fur. Kim's eyes went to her round, curvy ass, and she started to 
get hard. This had gone perfectly. 


Standing, Kim peeled off her black leather jacket and grey undershirt. She had a band of cloth that 
served her as a bra; she untied that with one smooth motion and let her breasts bounce free. She was 
smaller than Karen, but hardly flat. 


Karen glanced over at her. "Are you coming in too?" 


"Oh yes," Kim replied, grinning. "I'm coming all the way in." She unbuckled her belt, and let her leather 
pants fall, leaving her in her panties. Her boots were kicked off. 


"Are you wearing some sort of crotch protector, or-" Karen stopped in shock as Kim dropped her panties 
and stepped out of them, into the pool. Her erection preceded her. Several men had told Kim they 
wished they were as endowed as her, and given the male members she'd seen, Kim was inclined to 
agree that she was on the large side. No balls, though. Just her long hard shaft jutting out of the place 
where a clit would be on a normal woman, above her vagina. 


"W-What the fuck? Kim?!" 


"| did tell you | was a Modi. We're not all four arms and lizard skin. Sometimes the ETs wanted 
something a bit more subtle. This is usually pretty subtle." Kim walked through the pool, the water 
rippling around her dusky thighs. She went up to the shocked woman, grinning. "Usually." 


"Y-You are a woman though... | don't see any bal- I'm sorry, | don't want to offend you, | just-" 


"Relax," Kim said, deftly stepping behind her. "Just relax." Her hands, still in the black fingerless gloves, 
reached out to take Karen by the shoulders, making her jump. "You seem really tense." 


"Uh... yeah. Kim, could-" Karen sucked in her breath as Kim's hands slid down her torso. "Hey! What are 
you... Kim, that's-" 


"How do these feel?" Kim reached out and squeezed her breasts, causing Karen to make a strangled 
yelp. "Mmmm, not bad. Nice and soft. Soft like you." She moved closer, pressing her own breasts 
against Karen's back. Her erection, fully hard by now, was trapped by the crack of the other woman's 
ass, Sliding up between it to touch her lower back. 


"Kimber, I.. I'm sure you're nice, but I'm not into women," Karen frantically babbled. "We just met. This 
isn't right. Please let go." 


"It's right. | said you'd pay me back. One way or another." Kim nipped at her ear, her hands moving 
down to caress the woman's pale stomach. "You need to start thinking about what | want. Can you 
guess what | want?" 


"Oh my God," Karen whispered. "Kimber, please." 
"| want to Fuck. You." Kim breathed it right in her ear. Her hands slid back up and played with the 


woman's nipples for a short time, making Karen shiver and gasp a bit, and then moved to her hips. They 
caressed them for a second, and then one hand slipped forward to slide through the yellow public fur 


down to... 


"Wait... wait... AHNNN," Karen moaned, as Kim's fingers tightened around her pussy. "I don't like women 
like this..." Her inner lips were the biggest and puffiest that Kim had ever seen on a woman; almost like a 
fleshy crest. She tugged on them a bit and was rewarded with another stifled moan. Kim smiled, and 
then slipped one finger inside. 


Karen squirmed, and almost took a step forward. Kim tightened her grip on the woman's thigh and 
rubbed her breasts against the woman's back as she slid her finger around. A little wet in there. She had 
suspected as much. 


"See that rock up ahead?" she whispered in Karen's ear. The blonde looked over, and nodded faintly. 
"We're going to walk towards it. Go on." 


Slowly, Karen took a step forwards, then another. Kim moved with her, her erection sliding between the 
moons of her pert bottom, her hand still squeezing the other woman's box. They waded through the 
water until Karen was facing the large rock protruding from the lake. 


"Okay. Stop." Karen obediently halted. Kim smiled, and took her hand away from the woman's mound, 
returning it to her hips. "Good girl. Now, you're gonna lean forward and brace yourself against the rock 
with your hands." 


"You... are you going to-" 
"Yup, | sure am." 


Karen swallowed. "I... Oh God." Slowly, she bent forward, supporting herself against the rock with her 
outstretched hands. She craned her head back, anxiously. 


Kim grinned. One hand moved from Karen's hip to squeeze a pale asscheek, then moved back to get a 
firm grip. She took a step back, letting her rock-hard erection come into line with the yellow-furred labia 
and those unusually protruding cunt lips. Slowly she edged forwards again, letting the head of her cock 
line up with the puffy folds. Then she pulled back on the quivering hips at the same time she leaned 
forward. 


Her cockhead poked into the fleshy opening of Karen's pussy and stuck there for a second, jabbing into 
the hood; then it slipped down and pushed into her vagina. Kim's pleased sigh was drowned out by 
Karen's cry of violation. 


Slowly, Kim began to pump back and forth, keeping a tight, controlling grip on the other woman's waist. 
Karen's hot, slick pussy was gripping her dick tightly, and Kim licked her lips as she slid her member in 
and out of the woman. The blonde was just as good as she'd bet she would be, and the sensations she 
was getting from her cock were incredible. 


"Fuck that's good," she panted, upping her tempo slightly. "You're sopping wet, Karen. Like that?" 


"AHHHNNNNN! AHNNNNN"" Karen's eyes were squeezed tightly shut behind her glasses. "T-This can't 


be happening... AHNNNNN!" 


"Oh yes it can," Kim said, grinning. She slid her hands a bit farther forward, forcing Karen to push her 
ass back a bit and lower her torso even further. The blonde moaned and panted as her yellow-furred 
pussy took Kim's rod. She opened her eyes, only to see her reflection in the water; being bent over and 
energetically fucked, breasts bouncing, cunt impaled and dripping. Karen's cheeks burnt a bright red. 


"Oh yeah... oh yeah..." Kim repeated happily. Karen's vaginal walls were squeezing her penis like a soft, 
wet, pleasurable vise; the woman was tight and very well lubricated. Kim had worried that she'd be a dry 
fuck, but not even close; she was as wet as any girl Kim had ever plowed. From the sounds she was 
making, Kim's efforts were making her body feel very good indeed. 


"Kimber... wait... Kimber... AHHHHHN!" Karen threw her head back and gave a long cry. "Oh fuck! Oh 
fuck!" 


"Yes, ma'am," Kim breathed, upping the speed of her thrusts. Karen cried out again, and Kim's hands 
tightened around her waist. The world started to narrow to her dick and the hot, wet tunnel squeezing it, 
to the increasingly frenzied thrusts into Karen's panting body, to her own heaving breaths and 
hammering heartbeat. Sweat trickled down her face, down her bobbing breasts, down her thrusting hips. 


"Oh fuck! KIMBER! WAIT! FUCK! KIMBER! FUCK!" 


"Fucking YOU! Yes!" Kim felt it coming. She hammered away, almost making Karen lose her grip on the 
rock. It felt so good, she was so close, she wanted Karen so badly... "Yes!" The other woman cried out 
again, and she went even faster, making Karen's knees buckle. Her fingerless gloved hands squeezed 
tighter, painfully tight as she guided the woman's hips against her cock over and over. "YES!" 


Kim's mouth opened and she gave a soundless cry as she came. With a massive feeling of relief, she 
shot her load deep into Karen's pussy, straining over her. The other woman made a shocked noise as 
she realized what had happened, and started to quiver. Kim held her in that position for several second, 
until the gouts of semen had ceased and her climax was over. Then, slickness dripping from her own 
pussy, she pulled her softening cock out of Karen's inflamed slit. A small river of their mingled essences 
flowed out after it, dripping into the water. 


Kim took a step back, letting go of the other woman, still breathing heavily. "That was good, Karen. Not 
bad." 


Slowly, flushed a bright red, Karen straightened. "Y-You... You.. W-Why did you do that?" 


"Because | was horny and hadn't had a woman in a while. And | saw you and thought, 'I'd like to fuck 
her.' So because | could, | did." Kim gave her a lazy grin. "That's all there is to it." 


"Were you lying about taking me to Lustria City?" 
"No. Don't worry about that. This is just an exchange of labor. I'm a damn good guide and you're gonna 


pay my way. And you haven't got any money. But you do have a VERY delectable cunt." Kim's grin 
widened as Karen's flush grew deeper. "So I'll just enjoy that while we travel." 


"| told you, | don't like women like that," Karen said, a defeated tone in her voice. "Even women with 
penises." 


"You sure seemed to be enjoying this woman's penis," Kim said cheerfully. "Fuck, Karen, you were so 
wet-" 


"Do we have to talk about this?" Karen turned her head away. "It happened. Okay. | need you to get to a 
town. Okay. That doesn't mean | have to like it." 


"Suit yourself." Kim lowered herself into the water, and began to clean her lower parts. After a time, 
Karen did the same. 


Both women silently washed, cleansing the sweat and fluids and dust from their naked bodies. Karen 
was looking anywhere except at Kim. For her part, Kim openly admired the other woman as they 
washed. She was satisfied, but looking at the piece of ass she'd just had was fun. 


Finally they waded out and dressed, shivering a little under the rapidly fading sun. Wordlessly, they 
hiked back down the canyon and proceeded on their way. 


There was no conversation as they made their way through hills and ridges. The sun dimmed, then 
started to set, and eventually Kim called a halt. "There's a cave down this way. I've stayed here before. If 
nothing's moved in, we can spend the night there." 


Karen just nodded, her eyes wary. 


When they reached the small, jagged mouth of the cave, Kim unshouldered her pulse carbine and crept 
inside. A quick look around told her that the place was uninhabited. That didn't overly surprise her; it was 
too shallow for most animals to lair in. Good. Calling Karen in, she went out and used her knife to cut 
some scrub wood for a fire, then brought it in. 


It took a bit of work to set up a smother fire; one that would provide a small amount of warmth and light 
without sending up a glow that could be seen from a distance. She didn't want to advertise where they 
were. When she finished, she nodded in satisfaction and turned to Karen. "Got dark before | could hunt. 
You okay with dried rations?" 


"Yes." Karen's lenses were flickering in the glow of the fire. She took the offered jerky and trail bar, and 
the two shared a silent, spartan dinner as the smother hissed and sputtered. 


"Best we get some sleep," Kim said when they were done. "Today was probably more physical activity 
than you're used to." She grinned, amused by the various ways that could be taken. 


Karen flushed, and nodded. "Yeah." 
"I've just got one blanket. You're going to want to sleep close to me anyway. It gets pretty cold." Kim lay 


down, and beckoned. Karen just looked at her for a second, and then slowly came over and lay down 
beside her. 


Kim wriggled over a little, pressing up against Karen. She could feel the other woman's tension. "There 
we go." 


"Kimber... is this the prelude to-" 


"It's been a long day, girl. | had you once today already. All that's on my mind right now is getting a good 
night's sleep next to a warm body." 


"Okay." Karen sounded relieved. 

Kim tugged the blanket over them, and they lay there for a while, listening to the fire crackle. 

"SO, were your parents both Modis?" Karen suddenly asked. 

"Hmm? No. My mother was as Pure as they come. She was a real hard worker; made tortillas in a 
bakehouse. Pretty normal woman except she had an eye problem that made her really badly crosseyed, 
so the men didn't like her. One day she was coming home and the ETs just took her. The Deep Greens. 
She doesn't remember what they did to her exactly, but when they let her go she was pregnant. They'd 
knocked her up with sperm crafted from her own genetic material, and then edited the embryo to be a 
girl with... well, you saw. Then they just let her go." 

Karen blinked. "Why did they do that?" 

"Shit, who knows? A lot of the Modified, it's clear why the ETs changed them. They needed slaves for 
some purpose, and they changed them to be better at that purpose. Others its not so clear. And me? 
Fuck, | don't think they ever even saw me out of the womb. They just fucking did it. So I'm a woman with 
a dick." Kim quirked a smile. "Fate." 

"Is it hard, being like that?" 

"Oh, it's frequently rock-hard, girl. Didn't you feel it?" 


"That's... that's not what | meant." She could feel Karen squirm. "| mean being a Modi. Not being 
normal." 


"| don't want to be normal. Shit, Karen, | love being like this. | get some hassles, yeah. People don't 
always like Modis. Fuck em. It's not like being a Pure is anything to be proud of these days, either." Kim 
gave a short little laugh. "You ever meet a Modi before?" 

"No. Just the raiders and you." 

"Well, now you've been educated. Educated til you squealed." 


Karen glared at her. "Just fucking stop, okay? I... do | have to worry about getting pregnant?" 


"No," Kim lied. The truth of the matter was that she didn't know. She didn't think so. She had no balls, 


she reasoned, so surely her semen had no actual sperm in it? She'd never heard of any of her past 
women getting knocked up by her. "You're safe." 


"Good." She sighed. "Good night, Kimber." 
"Night, Karen." 
They lay there, listening to the fire and the distant howling of coyotes. Eventually they fell asleep. 
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Kim woke just before dawn the next morning. Karen was nestled up against her, head pillowed on her 
shoulder. Kim smiled and enjoyed the feel of the woman's body on her own, the warmth of it, the scent. 
The way the curve of her breast pressed against her, the sound of her breathing. 


She was a solitary woman by choice and by nature, but sometimes it got really fucking lonely out here. 
Waking up like this was something to be savored. It made her feel content and at peace with the world, 
and that was a rare thing for Kim Santiago. 

For several minutes she enjoyed it and reflected, mentally planning out the day's route. When the sun 
started to creep over the horizon, though, she knew it was time to get going. Gently, she reached out 
and brushed her fingers through Karen's dark blonde hair. 


"Mmmngh," the other woman said, and then opened her eyes, bleary behind her glasses. She took in 
the situation, and flushed red. "I... it must have been cold during the night." 


"It was." Kim grinned at her, and stroked her forehead. "| told you you'd want my body heat." 
"Yeah. Okay." Karen hurriedly sat up. "Is it time to get up?" 


"Yup." Kim yawned, stretched, and climbed to her feet. "We're going to set off early today. We should 
cover at lot of distance. If we're lucky, we'll make it to Lustria City about nightfall." 


"Great!" Karen sounded pleased. "Let's go." 


They removed the signs of their camp at Kim's insistance, and after eating a light breakfast of rations 
and drinking from Kim's canteen they set off. 


The land grew progressively more and more ragged and rocky as they went on. It also got greener, 
though; scraggly trees, wild grasses, underbrush atop hills and in ravines. It made for rough going. Kim 
of course was used to it, but Karen was not, and she visibly struggled as the hike went on. 


"You okay?" Kim finally asked after the other woman tripped over an ancient root of a long-dead tree 
and went sprawling. 


"Fuck. Yes," Karen replied unhappily, getting back to her feet. She pushed her askew glasses back up 
on her nose. "Are we going to get back into open terrain soon?" 


"Afraid not. Sorry. lf we swung west we could cross a grassland, but it's not safe. Not a good idea to go 
that way." 


"What's wrong with the grassland?" Karen asked, frowning. 
"There's a burrow wolf colony there." 
Karen shuddered. "Yeah, okay, we don't want fanged predators bursting from the ground under us." 


Kim chuckled. "That's right. Not that this route is completely safe either; nowhere is. But probably 
nothing | can't handle, and odds are the worst we'll encounter is vicious tree roots like that one." 


"Funny." Karen's tone was sour. "I soent most of my time indoors, okay?" 
"What kind of research did you do, anyway?" 
"History." 


"Okay." Suddenly wary, Kim decided not to take this line of questioning any further. History was the sort 
of thing that could get you in serious trouble. 


They trekked on, the sun blazing down. Karen's pale skin was getting a little red; it wasn't as suitable for 
this as Kim's dark tan. Probably wasn't heading into sunburn levels, Kim guessed. Still, she made sure 
to make the other woman stop and take a sip from the canteen every once in a while. 


Around noon they passed by an ancient road; lines still faintly visible on the cracked asphalt blacktop. 
There was the skeleton of a burnt-out automobile off the edge of it. A bush with blue flowers was 
growing in the passenger compartment. 


"Sometimes | wonder what it was like," Kim said. "I don't know much about the Old Time. Everyone 
seems to think it was like heaven. The ruins are sure impressive, what's left of them. Not ET impressive, 
but | mean, for humans." 


"It wasn't heaven," Karen said. "There were a lot of problems. But they were our problems, that we made 
ourselves. And generally as time passed humans got better." 


"That's a strange thought. Things getting better for everyone, | mean. Getting better for me or you, yeah, 
but you have to take to receive, and you're taking from someone else." 


"Or you can build something new," Karen said. "Old Time humans did a lot of that. People today live in 
the shadow of what we lost. But back then, everything new really was new, and everyone wanted to 
make a new thing. So more and more good things... and some bad things... came into the world." 


"And none of it did them any good when the ETs came," Kim said with a harsh laugh. 


"None of it did," Karen said, sadness entering her voice. "Maybe if they'd had another hundred years. 


But the gap in technology was too great." 


"| have trouble believing humans could ever amount to shit if you gave us a thousand years," Kim told 
her. "We're just a lesser species." 


"| don't believe that," Karen said flatly. "Lesser in knowledge and power, yes. But the potential is there, if 
we were only allowed to realize it." 


Kim shrugged. "It's a moot point. We'll never know." 

"| suppose," Karen replied, face neutral. 

After the road, their route wound down into a series of canyons. They navigated the arroyos and ravines 
with as much speed as they could manage of broken, uneven ground. Kim knew the turnings and the 
trails here; she had often taken this path and once or twice had hunted a quarry in the turning passages. 
"There's a river that flows through the canyons up ahead," she told Karen. "Good chance to cool off." 
Karen's face blanched. "That's what you say," she said warily. 

Kim laughed. "Aw, did we have an unexpected surprise in the water? Did we get soaking wet?" 


"Fuck you." Karen looked at her angrily. "Are you going to try to do that again?" 


Grinning, Kim ran her eyes up and down the other woman's sweaty body. "That sounds like an 
invitation." 


"It's not." 
"You still owe me a day's wages, you know. | do intend to collect before the day is done." 
Karen swallowed. "Look, Kimber..." 


A piercing yowl filled the air. Kim's head jerked around. "Shit! Come on!" Grabbing Karen's arm, she 
began to run. 


"W-What? What was that?! Kim!" 

"Grolan!" Another yowl came up, somewhere inside the canyons. Closer. "Hurry the fuck up!" 
"Grolan!?" Karen dashed after her. "Oh shit! Are you sure?" 

"Yes I'm fucking sure, I've heard them before. They've smelt something. Probably us. Run, damnit!" 
"Kim, we can't outrun grolan," Karen said, her voice shaking with fear. "They can outrun humans." 


"We're not trying to outrun them," Kim snapped back. "We're getting to a defensible position." 


"We're going to FIGHT them!?" 
"You have another idea, princess?" Kim hissed, her breath coming hard as she ran. 


"Oh fuck. Kim, | don't know how... I've never fought anything in my life!" Karen sounded almost 
hysterical. 


"Just fucking stay behind me and let me handle it!" They dashed around a corner and there was what 
Kim had been running towards; a large ledge partway up the back of the canyon wall, past some broken 
ground. She guided Karen towards it. 


"We're trapped!" 

"We can't outrun em; trapped doesn't matter," Kim said. "Get up there!" 

Karen grabbed hold of the edge of the ledge, and pulled herself up. Kim put her hands on the woman's 
rump.... giving it a good-luck squeeze as she did... and helped shove her up onto it. Then she clambered 


up herself. 


The top was big enough to hold a dozen people in comfort. Kim unlimbered her pulse gun and took 
position at the front. 


Then the pack of grolan turned the corner, and charged. 


They were long and lean, like geckos, with long clawed fingers and gaunt bodies covered in fine scales. 
They had forearms like a praying mantis and secondary arms like a monkey. They ran on four 
rearward-located legs, and their faces were like a rat mixed with a scaled chihuahua. 


Karen screamed. Kim drew a bead on the leader and fired. 


The pulse carbine whined, sending a bead of red light flashing into the grolan in front. The bead turned 
into a small explosion inside its body, and it cashed into the dirt, momentum still moving it forward. Then 
its packmates overran it and trampled the corpse into the ground as they flooded forwards. 


Kim fired over and over again. She could hardly miss; there were so many of them and they were so 
tightly packed. Every shot told, but they got closer, and closer. 


"Oh God, oh God, oh God, | don't want to die like this," Karen was whispering. 


The grolan were climbing the canyon wall. Kim fired down directly into them. One's head crested the rim 
and she blew it off, then pivoted and shot down another. There weren't that many left, the dispassionate, 
collected part of her mind told herself. Just a few more. Just kill a few more before they can overrun you. 


She shot another one off, and then there was a scream from behind her. One of the grolan had crested 
the ledge and snuck past her, and now it had grabbed Karen's legs with its secondary arms. It was 
dragging her on her belly across the ledge towards the edge, clearly intending to pull her down into the 


pack and escape. 


Kim swung the gun around and then cursed. Too damn close; if she shot she'd likely kill Karen. She 
hesitated for a half-second, then pulled her knife. Fuck it. 


Yelling, Kim leaped onto the grolan, knocking it back. It lashed out with its claws, and she stabbed it in 
one shoulder. It gave a hissing, yowling shriek, and tried to bite her. She jerked back just barely in time 
to avoid having her face bitten off. 


Straddling it, Kim drove her knife into its chest over and over again. "DIE, YOU FUCKER, JUST DIE!" It 
snarled and spat and clawed and tried to throw her off. She tightened her legs and continued to stab, 
hacking at it in a frenzy. "DIE!" 


After several seconds, it did. 


Kim jumped up and grabbed her pulse gun, but the grolan still alive were flowing away, giving fearful, 
distressed howls. That was the end of the trouble they'd have with that particular pack. Grolan were 
strange; they were fearless berserkers right up until something in the whole gang just snapped, and then 
they fled in blind terror for hours. 


Karen was lying on the rock, sobbing. "Oh fuck... it was dragging me away... oh fuck... it was dragging 
me off to eat me... oh fuck..." 


Breathing heavily, Kim walked over and knelt beside her. "You okay? It hurt you?" 


"N-No... | mean, it didn't hurt me." Karen wiped at her eyes, her glasses streaked with tears. "I thought... 
oh God, | thought..." 


"Hey. It's okay." Kim reached out and eased the woman up, holding her. She could feel herself still 
shaking with the adrenaline of the fight, and her heart was pounding in her ears. "You did okay." 


Karen looked up, and her brown eyes met Kim's green ones. She was trembling. Slowly, shaking a little 
herself, Kim leaned forwards and kissed her on the lips. 


Karen closed her eyes, and then Kim felt the woman's arms wrap hesitantly around her back. Kim 
intensified the kiss, felt Karen tamely return it. Lust, fueled by the battle rage and fear and exertion, 
boiled up like a red haze across her brain. 


Shaking with desire and tension, she pushed Karen gently back down to the stone ground and pinned 
her to the rock with her body. Kim's hands roamed across the other woman's sides, her upper hips, the 
edge of her breasts under the rough cloth shirt. Her lips mashed hungrily against Karen's, and her 
tongue slid out, into the other woman's mouth. 


Karen wriggled a bit and gave a whimpering moan, her arms still holding Kim in a loose embrace. She 
seemed unable to decide whether she was struggling to get free or making out with a lover; both at once 
was the result. Kim kept her pinned, and slowly moved her hands down to the waistband of Karen's 
pants. A tug. Another tug. 


Karen gave a choked sob. Tears were still streaming down her cheeks. Kim gave a final tug and the 
pants went down to the other woman's ankles. Taking her lips from Karen's mouth, Kim drew her tongue 
across the other woman's cheek, licking up the tears as they slid down. Her hand went down to touch 
the front of Karen's panties. They were damp. 


With a happy growl, Kim unbuttoned the fly of her leather pants and slipped out her erection. She 
shoved the crotch of Karen's panties to one side, exposing her freakishly large pussy lips, already puffed 
and swollen in anticipation, moist with her slickness. Heart pounding like a hammer, she positioned 
herself over the woman. The head of her cock slipped into place. 


Karen's eyes opened, staring at her with a lost, frightened look. Her arms tightened around Kim's back. 


With a grunt, Kim pushed into her, shoving her down into the stone. Karen cried out, then Kim's mouth 
was devouring hers, the kiss deep and passionate. Kim began to fuck her with steady, intense, choppy 
strokes, her ragged black pubic bush tangling with Karen's more luxuriant yellow forest. 


Karen opened her legs a little wider, and Kim picked up the tempo. The other woman's pussy was 
squeezing her cock in brief, almost painful soasms, and the feeling was inflaming. Her penis stabbed 
into Karen over and over like a fleshy dagger, her frenzy of lust powering it. She kissed the other woman 
over and over again; on her mouth, her cheek, her neck. 


Panting and gasping, Karen tightened her embrace still further. Her hands clawed at Kim's back, and 
she shook and slowly tossed her head as she was taken. Her legs, now wide open, wrapped up to coil 
around Kim's pumping thighs. She gave a choking, sobbing cry, and suddenly began to contort and 
stiffen. 


Liquid drenched Kim's cock, deep in the ravished red tunnel. Karen was climaxing. Kim shoved her 
tongue deep into the other woman's mouth and met her eyes as Karen's long, rolling orgasm played out. 


Now she was going faster and faster. As the woman beneath Kim went limp, her need for release blazed 
ever brighter. Gasping, she hammered her body against Karen's, pounding the woman into the stone. 
Her cock was like a rock of pure ecstacy, penetrating her lover's tight, sopping cunt over and over... she 
was almost there... she was so Close... 


With a choking gasp, Kim came volcanically, sending long jets of cum gushing into Karen's 
thoroughly-fucked vagina. She ground her body against the woman, burying her penis to the root in her 
as she strained. Karen's arms nearly squeezed the breath from her as she flooded the blonde's womb 
with her girl-seed. 


When it stopped, Kim collapsed atop her, panting and spent. Her face was pressed against Karen's, and 
she watched the tears continue to run down the other woman's cheeks as they lay there and raggedly 
breathed, heartbeats pounding and slowing. 


Kim finally kissed her on the cheek. "| need you to let me up now, love." 


Karen stared at her blankly, then started as if she had been goosed. Her cheeks went a bright red. Her 


arms, which had been tightly holding Kim, quickly disengaged. "R-Right." 


Gingerly, Kim slid her flaccid cock out of its yellow-furred sheath and clambered to her knees. She 
zipped her pants back up. "Still alive." 


"Y-Yeah. Still alive." Still a bright crimson, Karen wiped the tearstreaks from her glasses and then 
awkwardly wiped a smear of their mixed cum from her labia. Then she pulled her pants up and stood. 
"Kimber, I... 1..." 

"Yeah?" 

Karen's head slumped. "Never mind." 

Kim walked over and put a hand on her shoulder. "It's okay to be scared. | was scared too. Really 
scared. I've never seen that many fucking grolan before. When they came round the bend, | thought we 


were fucked." 


"Yeah. Okay." She shivered, and then reached over and squeezed her hand. "Thanks for not letting that 
one get me." 


"Don't mention it." 


Karen gave her eyes a final wipe, took a deep breath, and then gazed out at the body-strewn canyon. 
"Are we going to bury them before we go?" 


Kim chuckled. "You don't bury animals, girl." 
Turning, Karen looked at her in surprise. "Kim... grolan aren't animals." 


Frowning, Kim glanced at her, wondering what sort of nonsense she was talking. "Wha? What the hell 
else would they be?" 


"You don't know?" Karen looked suddenly awkward, and a little serious. "Kim... grolan are Modis." 
Kim stared at her. "W-What? What the fuck? No! No fucking way." 


"Yeah. The Pale Yellows made them. They're pretty heavily tweaked, but at the core they're human. Or 
were." 


Kim felt like she had been hit by a hammer. Grolan were animals. They were not people. The idea of 
thinking of them as people was ridiculous. They DEFINITELY weren't human. But apparently they were 
Modis. Like her. 


Where was the line over which you were no longer human? Was it a little? Or a lot? 


Was she human? 


Of course she was, she told herself angrily. It was nothing to be proud of but of course she was. Fuck 
this. 


"We're going,” she said curtly. "No burials." 


Karen just nodded. In silence, they climbed down from the ledge, and set off again. 
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They stopped for the night in the ruins of an old service station, now just a concrete shell. Dinner was 
silent, neither of them really feeling like talking much, both having things to think about. 


They set out at dawn next morning, and by noontime they were passing scattered farms and fields. The 
rough earth gave way to a well-worn dirt road, and the pace of their travel picked up considerably. 


Before too long a cluster of wood and stone buildings rose up. Kim nodded in satisfaction. "Lustria City." 
Karen just nodded. 


They pulled onto the main drag, and entered the town. The streets were filled with people; almost all of 
them Pures, although the obvious Modi could be spotted here and there. The stores had signboards with 
pictures on them; reading was far from the norm. Many people openly carried a weapon of some sort, 
but several did not, trusting to whatever law the town had. 


They passed by a brothel, one of whose occupants waved to Kim. She grinned and waved back. Karen 
didn't seem to notice. 


"The refugee office is at the far end of Main Street," Kim finally said. "They'll give you food and a place to 
stay until you can do for yourself, and they'll help you find a job. If you're a good brewer they might even 
drum up some investment to build you a brewhouse. The beer in this town is not great." 


"Good. The less competition the better." 


"Right. Well.." Kim steered her into an alleyway between buildings, out of the immediate public eye. 
They stopped, and Kim turned to face her. "I got you here. Close going, but you made it. Guess this is 
it." Those glasses would probably fetch a nice sum. Take them? No. She'd enjoyed fucking Karen 
enough to leave her with at least that. 


"Yeah," Karen said. "Guess it is." 


On impulse, Kim suddenly lunged forward, pinning the other woman's body to the far wall with her own. 
She kissed her hungrily on the lips, savoring the feel of their breasts rubbing together, the smell of her 
hair and sweat. Karen froze, and they stood there for long seconds, Kim's hands exploring her body as 
her mouth worked against Karen's. 


Slowly, Kim took one of Karen's wrists and guided her hand into Kim's waistband. She felt Karen's hand 
slide against her erection, and rubbed her upper body against her. 


Then Karen turned her head away and pushed her back with a shove. Kim stumbled back a pace, and 
grinned at her. 


"Thanks for saving my life," Karen said in a calm, steady voice. "But don't think you're some sort of hero. 
You may be a human being, Kimber Santiago, but you're a shitty human being." 


Kim stared at her, then, rage flooding her, she raised her hand, intending to strike her in the face. Karen 
just looked at her, and she slowly lowered it, the anger draining away like blood from a stab wound. 


"Yeah, | know," she said. "| am what | am, girl. Fate." 


"Bullshit," Karen replied flatly. "You are what you choose to be, and you make that choice over and over 
again." 


Kim flinched, then nodded. "Yeah." She turned to go. "So long, Miss Steinflur." 

"Goodbye, Kimber." 

Kim walked off down the alleyway. She thought about turning and looking back, but she didn't. 

It had been a good run, she told herself. A lot of money, some information to report, no injuries worth 
speaking of. Two incredible fucks. Karen had been an amazing piece of ass. Especially that second 
time. 

Kim sighed, her face suddenly looking a lot older than her thirty years. Be honest. She had really liked 
the girl. Had liked waking up next to her. She had wanted a better parting. Who did she think she was, 
talking to Kim like that? Fucking slut bitch. She should have hit her, knocked out some teeth, broke 


those glasses. 


No. Let it go. She was right. All her choices were her own. And they were good ones. She got what she 
wanted; Karen's tight little cunt wrapped round her dick. That was the important part. 


Fuck. 


Kim strolled off into the crowds of Lustria City. A day's downtime, and then back out. People were hard. 
The wastes were deadly but simple. 
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Julio's Taverna wasn't the shittiest bar in Lustria City. There were many candidates for that honor, and 
most of them served alcohol that could strike you blind, damage the lining of your throat, or any of the 
other joys of badly-made moonshine. The booze here was safe, but nobody was ever going to mistake it 
for a high-class joint. 


That was fine with Kimber Santiago, who was more comfortable in low-rent situations anyway. It was 
mutual. The whiskey here wasn't bad, and it was reasonably priced. More importantly, there was a card 
game, and at the moment she was doing relatively well at it. 


"Seems lady luck's on my side tonight," she said contentedly, raking in the pot. The other players gazed 
at her disgustedly over the battered felt tabletop. "Another round?" 


"Yeah, sure," Hardin rumbled. The big man was a bounty hunter; a fairly reputable one, with a reputation 
for coming through on his contracts. Kim had heard he'd just brought in someone who'd killed a family of 
three and lit out for the Deep Red empire. He certainly didn't seem to be hurting for money at any rate. 
"I'm in. Need to make back what I've lost." That was Anna Huen, whose worried, irritated expression was 
testament to a long losing streak all night. Her doctor's practice wasn't the only one in town, and she was 
gambling probably more than she could afford. Some people didn't know when to cut their losses. 


"Nah, I'm out." The final player grimaced and got up; he was a stranger to Kim. She thought he was a 
wagoner on a caravan, something like that. "I lost my limit." 


"Luck could turn," Kim said encouragingly. 
"Yeah, but not for me. I'm out." He nodded, and walked away. 
"Just us, then," Kim said. "Hardin, you want to deal?" 


He nodded, took the deck, and expertly flicked cards to the remaining players. Kim looked at her hand 


and, keeping her face neutral, pushed a pile of bills into the center of the table. 

"See that," Doc Huen said, pushing over the money. "Raise." 

There was a brief commotion at the other end of the bar; sounds of a scuffle. All three of the players' gun 
hands moved to their respective weapons before identifying the tumult for what it was; a woman and a 
man, both unarmed, having a violent disagreement over their affections. Kim relaxed, stopped moving to 
draw, saw the others do likewise. 

Hardin studied the table, and then put his cards down. "Fold." 

Kim smiled faintly. "See that." She pushed over more cash. "Raise." 

Frowning, Doc Huen glanced at her cards, then at the pot. Her face tightened. A green bottle fly buzzed 
over the table, loud in the stillness over the table. Anna swatted it out of the air. Then, slowly, she 
shoved more money into the pot. "See that," she said bluntly. "Call." 

Kim's face broke into a grin, and she lay down her cards. "Full house." 

"Shit! | had a fucking Flush! Damn it to fuck!" Doc Huen hurled her hand to the table, dismay warring 
with panic on her features. "Look, you guys will accept my marker for another hand, right? You know I'm 


good for it." 


"Fuck no," Kim replied immediately. "I don't play for IOU's, Anna. That sort of shit has a way of spiraling 
out of control." 


"Yeah, what she said," Hardin agreed. "Cash or goods." 

"Come on," the doctor pleaded. "| need that money. You've got to give me a chance to win here." 

There was a crash, and their heads turned back to the fight. The man had bent the woman down over 
the bar, and was tearing off her skirt. There was still no weapon in evidence, and as one their attentions 
moved back to the conversation. 

"Cash or goods," Hardin said, shaking his head. "Kim, you up for one more hand?" 


"Yeah, sure." 


"Wait! Wait." Doc Huen licked her lips nervously, then looked around. "What if | put up something of 
value?" 


"Like what?" Hardin asked. 


"Like... uh..." The doctor swallowed, and colored slightly, glancing at the far end of the bar. "Like my 
virtue." 


"What virtue?" Kim asked, stifling a snicker. This was an interesting twist to the evening. 


"Fuck you, Kimber." 


"Yeah, that's what you're proposing to do, aren't you?" She leered at the doctor. "You ever been with a 
real woman before?" 


"| was thinking more along the lines of Hardin, actually, if | have to lose. But I'm not going to lose. | feel 
lucky." 


"I've been winning all night. Shit. Yeah, I'll let you put your ass up as collateral. Hardin?" 

The big man thought it over. "Never been with a doctor before. Or a modi." 

"Hey, whoa, Kimber's the modi, not me," Anna said, a little upset. "I'm as Pure as they come." 
"Seriously?" Kim asked, surprised. "What the fuck's up with your eyes then?" 

"My people were from the other side of the planet. Everyone there had eyes like this." Anna sniffed. "You 
naturally get variations in the unmodified human species based on point of origin. That's why Hardin's 
very dark-colored and you're darker than me, Kimber. Nothing to do with modifying." 

"Yeah, but | see dark skinned humans all the time. I've never seen eyes like yours." 

"| don't know. I'm guessing less of my people came to this region than Hardin's did. Maybe the very dark 
humans had more wealth and thus more mobility. Or maybe they had less wealth which encouraged 
immigration. Or something else. Who knows? Point is, I'm not modi." 

"Hmm. Okay, then, I'll let you put yourself up as a stake," Hardin decided. 


Kim frowned. "What, her not being modi is a selling point?" 


"Fuck, Kimber, you never know about you modis. If | took you up to my room and pulled your pants 
down, I'd sure get a surprise, wouldn't |? | don't like that kind of surprise." 


"| could make you like it," Kimber said confidently. 
Hardin just shook his head slowly. "No offense." 


A long scream came from across the room, and Kim turned around, irritated. The man was between the 
woman's naked thighs, pinning her to the bartop. "Keep it the fuck down! We're trying to play over here!" 


"Fuck you, bitch!" The man straightened, and groped in his sidebag. His hand came out with a gun. "You 
want some of th-" 


Hardin's pistol barked once. A small red hole appeared in the man's forehead, and he toppled 
backwards. 


"Stupid fucker," Doc Huen commented, halting her own draw in mid pull. "Fast hands, Mister Hardin." 
"How | make my living," the big man commented, pulling his gun away. "Think there'll be any trouble?" 
"Probably not. | know them. He was a troublemaker, she's cheap labor." Anna glanced over to the crying 
woman, staggering for the door as she tried to pull her torn clothes around her. "If the sherriff notices 
he'll probably give you a well-done for saving him the effort." 


"You want to deal again, Hardin?" Kim asked. 


"Sure." He took the cards, riffled the deck expertly, and flicked them one by one to the players. "Kim 
starts." 


"Mmmm." This wasn't the best hand she'd had tonight, but it wasn't terrible either. "I'm in." 
"My stake's already in, so to speak," Doc Huen said. 

"Yeah, I'm going to be in your stake all night," Kim told her, grinning. 

Anna shuddered a bit. "Look, Kimber, no offense... I'm not really into you." 

"As long as I'm into YOU, that's all | care about," Kim replied happily. 

"See Kim's stake, raise," Hardin said. 


All three glanced over at a fresh bout of cursing; the bartender was trying to drag the corpse outside, 
and nearly throwing her back out from the sound of it. 


"See Hardin, raise," Kim said. "Shit, Anna, it doesn't seem fair that you don't raise. Can't you raise with 
your ass?" 


"I've already bet my ass," Doc Huen said sourly. 

"| mean your anus. Some girls won't-" 

"Kimber, you are a fucking pervert," Anna told her, making a face. 

"Hey, I'm not the one wagered my snatch in a game of cards." 

"| think | have to agree with Kimber," Hardin said slowly. "Can't make you fold if you never have to raise." 
"Okay! Fine! | raise my anus. Happy?" The doctor looked cranky. 

"Sure, Doc. See Kim's last sum, and raise." 


Kim looked at her cards, then at the table. "This is getting sort of rich for me." 


"Just think of what you can get the Doc to do with one more round," Hardin encouraged her. 


"Tempting, but | think I'm just going to do her pussy, rest a bit, have her in the rear, and then maybe get 
a massage before | go to sleep. Two times is really my limit." 


"You want a massage, that's extra," Anna told her, looking a little queasy. "Also, can we not plan this out 
before we even settle who wins?" 


"Yeah, yeah. Okay. | see Hardin's bet and call." 
The players looked at each other. Anna swallowed nervously. Then three sets of cards hit the felt. 
"Oh, FUCK!" Anna groaned. "Fucking hell, | am in such deep shit. | needed that money." 


"| had a straight! The way you fuckers have been playing that should have been good enough! DAMN!" 
Kim slammed her fist down on the table twice. 


"Don't be so mad, Kimber. Way | calculate it, you're still gonna walk off with most of the money tonight." 
Hardin leaned back in his chair and smiled. "Losing the last hand of the night just lets you know your 
luck's gone." 


"Yeah, but...." Kim looked over at Anna wistfully. "| LIKE the Doc. | wanted a piece of that for a while 
now." 


"Seriously?" Doc Huen sounded like she couldn't decide if she was flattered or creeped by that. 


"Well, | mean not exclusively or anything, but yeah, | like you." Kim looked at the table, a sudden 
awkwardness mixing in with the sour tase of losing. "Fuck." 


"| sort of like her too." Hardin stood. "Your place, Doc? Save me the price of a room tonight." 


"Yeah." Anna stood, a resigned look on her face. "Might as well use the place while | still have it. | need 
to stop gambling." 


"Moderation," Hardin advised. "That's all you need." 

The doctor looked him over, and smiled. "Let's go get you your winnings." 

They walked out of the bar together, leaving Kim seated sullenly at the table. 

Luck, she thought. Damnable luck. Such a fickle bitch. Sometimes it caressed her, got her riding high... 
then it tumbled her down. Always tumbled her down. She wasn't like some people, a natural loser. She 
had fortune's favor from time to time. But it always turned to shit in the end. 

Maybe she shouldn't have told Anna she liked her. The Doc hadn't known what to think about that; you 


could see it in her strange eyes. Maybe the idea would grow on her. Maybe she'd think about Kim a little 
while Hardin was fucking her. 


The image of the two in enthusiastic congress passed through her mind, and she bit her lip, feeling 
herself get a little hard. Honestly, at the moment she felt more like having some of Hardin's attentions 
herself. Or someone better looking, anyway. She hadn't had a man in.... shit, how long had it been? A 
long time. The last two she had tried.... 


Kim flinched, her mood growing darker. They'd liked her well enough til the pants came off. Shit. Men 
were such babies about that. Women were more flexible, more likely to be intrigued or curious. Or at 
least accepting that they were going to be fucked and uncaring of the specifics. She had a lot less 
trouble with women, and they were usually more to her taste anyway. But she had a woman's parts too, 
and they demanded attention every so often, and it wasn't as if she didn't like a well-formed man. 


Fuck, how long HAD it been? A year? Maybe two years? 
That was a little pathetic, really. Since when had she been unable to get a man? She was damn sexy! 


Frowning, Kim glanced over at the mirror behind the bark. A tired-looking woman stared back, face 
screwed up in a scowl, short and ragged black hair framing it. She looked older than she remembered. 
She was thirty now, she reminded herself. That was still young, right? 


Damn it. She'd felt 18 and on fire when she was winning every hand in sight earlier tonight. 


Kim stood abruptly. Fuck this, she decided. She had plenty of cash now. She'd been gambling with her 
fun-money and she'd more than tripled it. She was going to the bordello and improving her mood. 


KKK 


It was cold outside as she made her way out into the night, a sudden bracing chill that made her walk 
faster and lifted her spirits. The anticipation of what was to come gave her a pleasant little tingle. 


Light spilled into the darkness of the street from buildings; the harsh brilliance of electrics and the softer, 
more nuanced yellow of lanternlight. People came and went in small numbers. Not many people had 
business out of doors at night, and the ones who did were generally looking for fun or trouble. From a 
street away the sound of a fiddle and clapping drifted, voices raised in raucous merriment. 


Someone saw her, and started angling to intercept her. A man, tangle-haired, nobody she knew. 
Steadily she moved her hand down to the grip of her pulse gun, pulled it slightly free from its sling. The 
man saw her, stopped dead, and seemed to reconsider. Then he backed off and hurried the other way. 


Kim smirked and walked on. 


There were a couple of houses of negotiable virtue in town, but only one really fit Kim's needs. As she 
walked up the porch steps of the Opening Rose, she tried to remember how much this was likely to set 
her back. It had been a lot last time, hadn't it? But last time she'd got a little drunk and she suspected 
she'd been taken advantage of with regards to her money. No alcohol tonight, just good old fashioned 
Sex. 


She squinted as she walked out of the dark and into the brightness of the entry parlor. The room was 
richly wallpapered in a deep burgundy red, with wooden sofas piled with cushions strewn about and 
thick rugs on the floor. Three women were lounging around, gowned in clothes that were both revealing 
and easy to remove. One of them, a blonde woman with a large mole on her cheek, zeroed in on Kim 
with quick, swaying steps. 

"Evening Kelsey," Kim said, smiling. "Who's minding the store?" 


"Ma'am's in the back, looking after something. She'll be back in a second," Kelsey replied, lightly running 
a finger under Kim's breasts. "It's good to see you again." 


"Is it?" Kim asked, amused. 


"I've been waiting for you to put it in me again," Kelsey told her, drawing the finger down to Kim's belt. "It 
was so big, and you know what a girl wants. You know what | want, don't you?" She licked her lips. 


"Why Kelsey, you eager little piece of ass," Kim said, grinning. "You say the nicest things about a girl." 
"You ruined me for men, Kim darling. And other women don't have... what you have." 
"They certainly don't," Kim agreed. "I'm the best you ever had, wasn't |?" 


"Ohhhhhh yes," Kelsey purred. Kim reached one hand out to curve around and grab ass, and then 
chuckled when the other woman deftly slipped out of reach. 


"Tell me what you want me to do to you," Kim said, feeling wonderful. 


"| want you to throw me down on the bed and make sweet love to me. Then let me clean you off with my 
mouth. Then | want to take it in my bottom." 


"That's extra, isn't it?" Kim said, still smiling. 


"Just a little. But | want to feel it in there, even though it's going to hurt, because it's so big. So you have 
to be gentle." 


"What if | want to be rough?" Kim asked, eyes glinting. 
Kelsey flinched a little, although her face kept smiling. "Oh, you know how to treat a girl gentle, darling." 
Kim laughed. "I'm just paying Madam Moira tonight, Kelsey love. No tips, no surcharges." 


The woman's expression soured in an instant. "I've got to check something in back," she muttered, and 
left the room. 


Kim laughed, and one of the other girls joined her. "| take it you know Kelsey," she said, smiling at Kim. 


She studied the woman; short kinky black hair, dark skin, high cheekbones. Looked a bit familiar. "! 


rented Kelsey for a long weekend. Decent in bed, but in it for the money." 
"Honey, we're all in it for the money," the woman told her with gentle amusement. 
"Yeah, | know. But..." 


",..some of us hide it better," the woman finished. "And some of us have our preferences that don't 
involve money. Kelsey doesn't, or if she does, Lord knows what they are." 


"Yeah." Kim frowned a little. "Do | know you?" 

"In every sense of the word, honey. Couple months back, you called for two girls, remember?" 
"Oh. Oh fuck, yes." That had been a night. A bankrupting night, but amazing. "Holly, wasn't it?" 
"Hazel." 

"Yeah. H-plant. Close enough." She smiled. "So, was | the best you ever had?" 

"No. But you were fun. Interesting. | sort of wished I'd had you to myself." 

"That's good. | had a good time." 

Hazel dimpled. "If you don't want to tip, that's fine, if you want to pick me tonight." 


Kim smiled, flattered now instead of amused. "If | was here for a girl, Hazel, I'd definitely pick you. 
Another night | will. But I'm after a guy tonight." 


"Oh?" Hazel's eyes widened. "You get the urge for guys, too?" 


"Oh yeah. | prefer lovely ladies like you, mostly, but now and then | get the urge for some cock. And... 
She felt a brief tinge of embarrassment. "....it's been a while." 


"That's a problem I've never had," Hazel murmured wistfully. "Occupational hazard." 

"Yeah, I'll bet," Kim agreed. She studied the other woman. "Do you enjoy it? | mean, why are you..." 
",..what | am? | don't know, honey. | needed cash and a place to stay. It was just for a while. And then | 
just sort of... kept doing it. Once you've sold yourself, it's pretty easy to keep on doing it. There are bad 
times, but it's better than not knowing how you'll eat or where you'll sleep." 

"Moira good to work for?" 


Hazel shrugged. "There are worse. Like us, she's in it for the money." 


"Yeah, there's another one who doesn't try to hide it," Kim observed. 


"Who hides what?" A woman in her forties, dark-haired, face pinched and calculating, walked into the 
room. 


"Hazel here doesn't hide how deliciously fuckable she is, Moira," Kim told her, nodding. "She must be 
making you a fortune." 


"Oh, Hazel's VERY skilled. Open to a variety of special tastes, for a little extra. You going to take her for 
tonight? Maybe 24 hours? She's got lots of stamina." 


"Maybe next time. I'm here for cock tonight, though. How much is the night with Richard?" 

Madam Moira frowned. "Richard doesn't take freaks." 

Kim scowled. "I'm not a freak, and why the fuck not?" 

"You've got a dick, Kimber. You're a freak. You can argue the semantics but the meaning stays the 
same. My boys and girls all have shit they won't do. Hazel doesn't do scat and most animals. Krista here 
doesn't do girls at all. Richard doesn't do freaks. | respect that; even a working girl needs her limits." 
"That's fucking bullshit," Kim told her angrily. "My money spends just as good as anyone's." 

"Just be glad | let you in at all," Moira told her primly. "Some of the places in town wouldn't." 

That was true enough, and Kim knew it. She also knew that the reason Moira did let her in had nothing 
to do with generosity or tolerance, but with the amount of money she could pry out of Kim. It stung, it 
would always sting, but she was used to it. 


"Okay, who can you offer me? | don't know your male selection that well." 


Moira frowned. "Uhrm. That's a hard one. | know which do men and which do women, but | don't know 
about a woman like you. Men can be-" 


"Fuck, yeah, | know. That's why | came here in the first place." 


Moira turned to the girl she had called Krista. "Be a dear and go get Andrew, will you?" The woman 
nodded and silently vanished. 


They stood in awkward silence for a second. Then Kim glanced over at Hazel. "Most animals?" 

"| do dogs, but the price is pretty high," Hazel told her. 

"Seriously? What's that like?" 

"Not great. In the end, though, it's just a tube of meat up in your pussy. Not that different than a human." 


Kim shook her head. "I dunno about that. Shit. People pay for all kinds of things, | guess." 


"They surely do," said Moira. "That's how we make a living." 
"You ever do animals, in your working days?" Kim asked, chuckling a little. 


"Yes, actually. You can charge a mint if you're high class, and they're cleaner and better behaved than 
most humans." Moira shook her head. "I'll give you that, Kimber. You're clean and you don't have lice." 


"Gee, thanks." 


A man, shirtless, emerged from the back hall. He was fair-skinned, with shoulder-length brown hair and 
a slender, willowy figure. Smiling, Moira beckoned him over. "Andrew, this is Kimber. She's Modified." 


He sized her up, giving her a friendly smile. "She doesn't look like it." 

"She's got a man's parts as well as a woman's." 

"Huh. Okay." He seemed to process that. "| assume this is a request to work?" 
Moira glanced over. "Kimber, what do you think?" 


Kim looked him up and down. He was fairly handsome, in a pretty, delicate sort of way. That was fine 
with her. "I'll take him." 


"Literally," Hazel whispered sotto voice. Kim stifled a laugh. 

Moira glanced back to him. "You willing?" 

"Mmm. Am | giving, or receiving?" 

"Giving," Kim told him. "If | wanted a receiver Hazel and | would already be in back." 

"All right. With the usual 15% surcharge." 

"Yeah, yeah. | know." Kim was used to that part. She consulted the price board on the far wall, checking 
briefly with Moira on a point, and then handed over a wad of bills to the madam. Moira pocketed them 
and smiled. "Enjoy your purchase, Kimber. Remember, you can add more time at a discount if you find 


you still aren't sated when you're done." 


"Right." Kim waved to Hazel. "Good seeing you again, babe. Another night we'll have some fun together, 
make you some money, show you want a real woman can do." 


Hazel smiled. "I'd like that." 


Taking Andrew by the waist, Kim led him off into the back hall. She slowed, belatedly realizing she didn't 
know where they were going. "Is your room with the others?" 


"Us guys have a separate hall." He guided her down a turning, and they walked along past a badly-lit 


series of doors. 

Eventually they reached his room, dark, windowless, with a sparse metal bed with a feather-stuffed 
mattress. The room was lit by an odd glass object that cast a roiling red glow over everything; Kim 
stared at it, fascinated. 


"Is that ET tech?" she asked, cautiously. Be a hell of a end to her night if she had to turn her fuck in to 
the Pale Grays for contraband. 


"No. It's Old Time human. It's called a Lava Lamp." He grinned. "Family heirloom. Everyone always asks 
about it. Sets the mood nicely." 


"Fuck yeah." The lamp was painting them in shades of crimson. Kim found herself rock hard. "So, you 
do many women?" 


"Some. | like both. My specialty's men, though." 

"Little girly-boy?" 

"If that's what they want." He shrugged. "The client is king." 

"Or queen. You ever had a woman like me, Andrew?" 

"With a penis? If | understood right? No, never. I'm sort of curious now." 


"You're going to fucking love it," Kim told him, grinning. "Everyone who actually tries it loves it. You see 
Hazel out there? She wants me so bad. Shit. She had one taste, now she's hooked." 


"I'm sure," he said gamely. 
Kim pointed at the bed. "Lie down." 


With a bit of a pout, Andrew flung himself down on the mattress. He propped himself up, arranging a 
pillow behind his head. "Like this?" 


"Yeah." Her heart beating faster, Kim slowly took off her pulse carbine's sling and her belt. She set them 
on a scarred wooden chair, and then hung her black leather jacket over it, leaving her in pants and a 
grey t-shirt. Lit by the roiling scarlet glow, she advanced on the bed. 


"That's good fabric," Andrew said, reaching out to touch the sleeve of her shirt. "What is it?" 


"Synthetic cotton. | bought it in Deep Red territory. They weave it with machines." Kim chuckled. "One of 
the best shirts | ever owned." 


"I'll bet," he said admiringly. "I've only ever had homespun." 


"You don't need shirts, your line of employment." She reached out and began to fumble with his pants 


buttons. "They'd be wasted on you." 
"Maybe so. | do have days off, though." 


"Guess so." She unbuttoned his fly and peeled his trousers away from his waist. He wasn't wearing any 
underwear, and she reached down and touched the tip of his flaccid penis with one finger. "You're not 
hard." 


"You still have your clothes on." 


"Suppose." Feeling a little affronted but mostly eager, Kimber pulled her shirt off over her head, leaving 
her topless in the red glow except for a band of white cloth around her breasts. "You like tits, pretty 
boy?" 


"| like a good pair, yeah." He didn't sound as enthused as she would have liked, but she reminded 
herself that by his own admission he was mostly putting out for men. 


"Here you go, then." She untied the cloth demi-bra, and let it fall. She wasn't very big, but she wasn't flat, 
either, and she'd been told that she had small, exquisite nipples. Watching him, she stuck out her chest 
and posed. 


"Very nice," Andrew said admiringly. His dick didn't move, though. "I'm more interested in what's in your 
pants, to be honest." 


"Oh, you want to see that?" She gave his cock a tug, making him yelp a bit, and then stood. Standing on 
the very edge of the bed, she unbuttoned her leather pants and let them tumble to the floot. Her erection 
made a tent in her white panties, turned red in the glow of the lava lamp. 


"You really do have something down there," Andrew said, eyes widening very slightly. "Something fairly 
good-sized." 


"Bigger than you,” she told him. Then she laughed. "Although | see you're finally starting to get a little 
bigger." She slid onto the bed, and slowly tugged rolled her panties down. Her rampant erection 
bounced free, and she lowered herself down to straddle Andrew, her hands on his chest, her penis 
rubbing against his. She could feel her anticipation rising, feel her heart beat like a hammer. 


"You ARE bigger than me." He stared down at their two mingled manhoods in fascination. "| was 
expecting a little stub or something." 


"Oh, please." Kim was smugly disdainful. "No halfway measures here." She slid her shaft against his, 
and was gratified to see him harden and rise. "You know how to please a woman with this, little pretty 
boy? | don't have to give you instructions?" 


"| know." 


"Because this thing has pleased a lot of women." 


"I'll bet." He was fully erect now, his penis poking her in the thigh. 


Licking her lips, Kim raised herself up on her knees and fumbled for his cock with one hand. Taking it, 
she carefully moved the tip under her and sat up straight, ignoring his grunt of discomfort as the shaft 

bent a little. Her vaginal opening began right at the base of her penis, and she put his head to her cleft 
and grinned at him, then lowered herself onto his cock. 


"You're tight, Kimber," Andrew managed, sucking in his breath. "You have trouble with bigger men?" 


"Some, yeah." She began to rotate her hips, enjoying the feeling of his length inside her. He reached out 
and grasped her thighs, and began a gentle thrust with his pelvis. 


Kim groaned as his head pushed repeatedly against a sensitive spot in her pussy's damp walls. "Ahhhh, 
yeah baby. Keep doing that." Her erect penis slapped rhythmically against his belly as she rode him. 


They went at an easy pace, Kim being in no hurry to make him come. She occasionally made low noises 
of pleasure as he moved under her, her legs clenching his hips tightly. "You like that, don't you, little 
bitch? Never had a real woman before, huh?" 


"That's right." Andrew was breathing fast, a bit of sweat making its way down his forehead. His eyes 
were fixed on his stomach. "You're teaching me." 


"Fuck yeah. Faster, little bitch. | can barely feel that tiny prick." He obligingly increased his thrusts, and 
Kim sucked in her breath, leaning back slightly. "Oh shit. Yeah, that's good. Just like that. Ahhh!" 


"You're so big compared to me," he murmured, sliding his hands around to cup her buttocks. "It's sexy." 


"Oh fuck. Of course it is. Oh fuck!" Kim moaned, her breath quickening. Her hands moved to stroke his 
stomach as he pushed up into her, setting her pussy awash with her slickness. It had been far too long 
since she'd done this. The last time had ended badly. The guy had pulled out, come on her, and then 
made jokes about her cock. Had let show that he was a little disgusted by her. No. She wasn't doing to 
think about that now. Not when she felt so good. 


"Can | come in you, Kimber babe? Or do you want me to-" 


"I'm sterile. Fill me up. But not yet, little bitch. Anhhhhhh! I'm not done with you yet." She rode him ever 
more vigorously, her rock-hard cock bouncing up and down on his abdomen, her breasts keeping time 
above. "Fuck yeah! You want it bad, don't you? Yeah!" 


"| want you bad," Andrew gasped dutifully, trying to keep up. Sweat was pouring down his face. "You're 
so big." 


"Yeah....yeah.... Anhhhhhhn!" Kim threw her head back and howled as she slowly, shudderingly came in 
her pussy. "Oh FUCK!" Her hands balled into fists and beat against Andrew's stomach, making him 
grunt in pain. "You little whore. You greedy little... Anhhhhhhhn! Fuck. Fuck." Her hips slammed up and 
down on him as her face convulsed in bliss. 


"Can't hold any longer, Kimb-" 

"Hold it! Damnit! Oh fuck, keep fucking me!" 

"| can't, you need to slow.. shit..." Andrew groaned, spasmed, and then Kim felt a hot, sticky jet in her 
cunt. Her orgasm already fading, she hammered herself up and down on her stiffening mount as he 
spurted inside her, the lining of her vagina tender and sensitive and sending a crescendo of feelings 
through her body. Before very long, though, the penis she rode started to soften and shrink. 

With a curse, Kim raised herself off him. "You came too fucking fast," she complained. 

"| couldn't help it. You did it to me, you know," Andrew replied meekly. "| can go again in a bit." 

"| only got halfway off," Kim told him. She was still rock hard. "Open your mouth." 

"Oral is extr-" 

"| don't care, open your fucking mouth!" she snapped. Andrew frowned, then did. Still breathing heavily, 
Kim crab-walked forward over him, pussy dripping their mingled cum along his chest. She stopped 
before his head and lowered her penis to his lips. "You suck a lot of cock, little bitch?" 

"Yes." His voice was a bit cool, but she could see a fire in his eyes that hadn't been there before. 
"Good. Suck it." She leaned forward, and thrust her member into his mouth. His lips closed around it, 
and she groaned as his tongue wrapped around her length, slid back and forth. "Like that. Yeah." 
Half-grinning, half-snarling, she grabbed his head with both hands and began to fuck his mouth. 
Andrew made some sort of burbling murmur from around her cock. She pushed harder. "Take it, little 
bitch! Suck it down!" His lips and tongue were doing amazing things to her shaft, and she gasped and 
panted for breath as she hammered her pelvis into his face over and over. "Take it!" 

His mouth tightened around her penis in one long suck, and with a feeling of explosive relief she came, 
gushing jets of semen down his throat. She continued to hammer into his mouth as she spurted, hands 
clawing at his head. "Swallow! Swallow me, pretty boy!" 

Gagging a little, he did. She came again in her vagina, then, sharp and hard, making her scream and 
squeeze the sides of his head until he made noises of pain. She held her softening cock between his lips 
until her cunt ceased to damply spasm, then slid out of him and flopped down beside him on the bed. 


She had a massive, sated leer on her face and felt wonderful. "You liked that, didn't you?" 


"You were great, Kimber," he replied, with a reasonable imitation of sincerity. "Did you pay for another 
time?" 


"Yeah. The second time, try not to come so quick. | want my money's worth." 


"Sorry, babe, but what you do has a direct impact on how quickly | come." 


"| Know, | know." She grinned. "Your first time with a real woman, only natural." 

"Have you been with many men?" he asked, sounding curious. 

Kim bit her lip. The honest answer to that was no, at least when you compared them to her women. And 
even fewer of those were ones she'd want to admit to fucking. Andrew was probably about the best 
she'd ever had, and he... well, he was doing it for money, but he seemed to have liked it? He was 


making an effort to tell her she was sexy. It had to be the truth. It needed to be the truth. 


"Oh, yeah, sure," she replied with easy confidence. "You were okay, though. You just need more 
endurance." 


"We can work on that the second time." 


"Mmm." She reached out and idly toyed with his flaccid penis, sliding her fingers through the sticky 
coating. "| got an idea. You know Hazel?" 


"Yeah." 

"Maybe I'll go buy her, and you can watch me satisfy her. Show you how it's done. Then you can please 
me again. Maybe she can suck me while you do or something." Kim warmed to the idea. "You wanna 
watch me make her scream and shudder, pretty boy?" 


"Sure, Kimber. Whatever you want, babe." 


"Shit. You ought to be the one paying me, the education you're getting." She grinned. "| can tell you'd do 
me for free if Moira'd allow you." 


"That's right. I'd put out for you and love it. But Moira has to be paid." 
"Yeah, the old hag, her and her-" 


A sharp, echoing snapping sound rang out, and then another. Kim swore and leaped off the bed, 
scrabbling for her clothes. "Damnit! Damnit! I'm not fucking done yet!" 


"Kimber? What was that?" Andrew sounded alarmed. 


"Gunshots, in the building. You stay here, little pretty bitch. I'm going to see what's going on." She 
hurriedly drew her pants on, stuffed her shirt in her bag, and threw her leather jacket on. Then, pulse 
carbine drawn, she slipped out of the room and stalked down the hall. 


KKK 


As she advanced down the narrow corridor a few heads were poking out of doors, belonging to wary 
johns or scared whores. They retreated back inside upon seeing her. Kim swallowed as she moved 
towards the parlor, her senses extending outwards as her heart hammered loudly in her own ears. The 
smell of sex still hung in her nostrils. 


She entered the parlor in one swift motion. There was a woman with a shotgun in the middle of it, and a 
man with his pants round his ankles fucking the whore Moira had called Krista on one of the 
pillow-cushioned wooden sofas. The woman sensed rather than saw Kim, started to spin the shotgun 
around. Kim registered the bandanna pulled over her face, made a split-second calculation as to her 
business and intent, and then fired. The woman's left torso exploded, and she gave a long, gurgling 
scream and fell to the rug. 


The man atop Krista was levering himself up with a look of deep dismay. Still buried in the screaming 
woman, he fumbled for a gun at his belt, now somewhere round his ankles. Kim took a careful bead and 
fired again. His head burst like a watermelon, showering Krista with blood and grey matter. The corpse 
flopped down onto the shrieking whore, still inside her as she struggled to throw the horrific thing off. 
"Are there more?" Kim snapped at her. Krista didn't answer; covered in gore and with a corpse mounting 
her, she seemed oblivious to anything except shrieking and getting free of her deceased rider. Cursing, 
Kim hesitated, trying to decide what to do. Stay here, go outside, check the side office... 

Two figures appeared in the doorway to the office, and Kim swung round to cover them. It was Madam 
Moira and a bandanna-masked man she didn't recognize. Both were naked. He had a pistol to Moira's 
head. 

"Drop it, or she dies," the man snarled. 


"She dies, | shoot you. So I'm not exactly worried about you killing your hostage. Let's try this again. 
How about you let her go and get the fuck out of here, and | forget this happened?" 


"Fuck you, bitch!" he snapped, finger tightening alarmingly. 

"Kimber, just drop the fucking gun!" Moira hissed, her voice tight with fear. 

"And get shot? | don't think so." Kim laughed scornfully. "You fucked up, guy. Brothels are off limits for 
this sort of shit. That's generally agreed. Even if you get out of this room alive, you're gonna be found. 
That's a big if at the moment. Get the fuck out of here and | won't kill you." 


"Kimber!" Moira rasped. 


The man looked frantically around the room, saw only the bodies of the companions. "Damn you, bitch! 
You fucking cunt! I'll fucking kill you if you don't drop it! I'll kill you both!" 


"Yeah, right," Kim sneered, watching closely. 


The man started to say something, and whatever it was, he moved his arm to gesture. His gun arm, 
which moved the barrel of his pistol just out of line with Moira's head for an instant. 


Kim immediately shot a pair of pulse bursts into the general area of his heart. 


The pistol barked once, harmlessly, and the man's body crumpled to the floor with a gaping hole in it. 


Moira sagged, looking sick. Kim waited until she was sure the man was dead, and then grinned and 
lowered her gun. "You okay, Moira? He rape you? This other guy was raping Krista when I-" 


"YOU FUCKING FREAK" Moira shrieked. "WHAT THE FUCK, Kimber! What the fuck! LOOK at this!" 
She gestured to the bloodspattered parlor. "What the FUCK!" 


"Wha... hey! | said he was raping her!" Kim stammered, confused and angry. "He was gonna rape you! | 
saved you!" 


"You think I've never been fucked before? Or Krista!? LOOK AT HER!" Krista was huddled in a corner, 
goresoaked, weeping hysterically. "You think she's going to be working tomorrow? Oh sweet mother, 
look at the RUGS! That's never going to come out! Do you have any idea how much that's going to cost 
to replace?" 


"What the fuck should | have let them do, rape and rob y-" 

"YES!" screamed Moira. "That's exactly what you should have done, you fucking freak! Stay in your 
room and let Andrew pretend to enjoy fucking you while they take the money and a bit of pussy and 
leave! It would have cost me a lot less and my fucking life would have been in less danger!" 


"He wasn't pretending, and that's not fair," Kim shot back, her own voice rising. "| saved you!" 


"You nearly killed us, and you are delusional if you think any man would do you for reasons not involving 
money," Moira spat back. "And from what the girls tell me, you're pretty shitty with women, too." 


Kim froze for a second. Out of the corner of her eye she could see Hazel in a corner of the hall door, 
watching, expression unreadable. A dull red haze rose in her brain. 


"Whores," she snarled, voice trembling with rage. "You're just a bunch of fucking whores! Go to hell!" 
She stormed forwards, pushing her way roughly past Moira to the exit. "Fucking shitty whores!" 


It was dark outside as she walked swiftly away, fury consuming her. Fuck, it was cold, too. She wasn't 
wearing a shirt. With one hand, she zipped her jacket closed. She kept walking. 


Damn it. Could she ever go back to that brothel? Probably not. It had been one of the few that let her in. 
She needed to think before she went and... Damn it, damn it... she had been so happy. Now she felt like 
she'd bitten into a cockroach. 


Who did they think they were? Moira had been lying. Damn old whore. It was a lie. A fucking lie. Just her 
luck turning again. It always turned to shit. In the end, it always ended like this. 


It was probably best she left town. She was done with people anyway, for a while. Get a contract from 
the Pale Grays and be alone for a while. 


Oh God, she was crying. Fuck, fuck, fuck. At least it was dark. It was just a few tears. Not like she was 
bawling. 


Why the fuck did it always have to end like this. 


She took the least used road out of town and kept walking. She didn't look back. The wastes opened 
their arms and she ran to their embrace. 


